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ters: Wilhelm had not time to ask about the Ghost; he hastened
to present himself before the throne, where King and Queen, sur-
rounded with their court, were already glancing in all the splen-
dours of royalty, and waiting till the scene in front of them should
be concluded. He caught the last words of Horatio, who was
speaking of the Ghost in extreme confusion, and seemed to have
almost forgotten his part.

The intermediate curtain > went aloft, and Hamlet saw the
crowded house before him. Horatio having spoken his address,
and been dismissed by the King, pressed through to Hamlet;
and, as if presenting himself to the Prince, he said; " The Devil
is in harness; he has put us all in fright."

In the mean while two men of large stature, in white cloaks
and capuches, were observed standing in the side-scenes. Our
friend, in the distraction, embarrassment and hurry of the moment,
had failed in the first soliloquy; at least such was his own opinion,
though loud plaudits had attended his exit. Accordingly he made
his next entrance in no pleasant mood, with the dreary wintry
feeling of dramatic condemnation. Yet he girded up his mind;
and spoke that appropriate passage on the "rouse and wassel,"
the "heavy-headed revel" of the Danes, with suitable indifference;
he had, like the audience, in thinking of it, quite forgotten the
Ghost; and he started in real terror, when Horatio cried out,
"Look, my lord, it comes!" He whirled violently round; and
the tall noble figure, the low inaudible tread, the light movement
in the heavy-looking armour, made such an impression on him.,
that he stood as if transformed to stone, and could utter only in
a half-voice his: "Angels and ministers of grace defend us!"
He glared at the form; drew a deep breathing once or twice, and
pronounced his address to the Ghost in a manner so confused, so
broken, so constrained, that the highest art could not have hit
the mark so well.

His translation of this passage now stood him in good stead.
He had kept very close to the original; in which the arrangement
of the words appeared to him expressive of a mind confounded,
terrified and seized with horror:

" Be them a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd,
Bring with thee airs from Heaven or "blasts from Hell,
Be thy intents wicked or charitable,
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape,
That I will speak to thee; I'll call thee Hamlet,
lung, father, royal Dane: 0 answer me 1"